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ploy for its own purposes; and only while this principle of reason
stands firm and inexpugnable, does man deserve to be named the
god of this lower world. But woe to him who, from his youth,
has used himself to search in necessity for something of arbitrary
will; to ascribe to chance a sort of reason, whick it is a matter
of religion to obey ! Is conduct like this aught else than to re-
nounce one's understanding, and give unrestricted scope to one's
inclinations ? We think it is a kind of piety to move along with-
out consideration; to let accidents that please us determine our
conduct; and finally, to bestow on the result of such a vacillating
life the name of providential guidance."
" Was it never your case that some little circumstance in-
duced you to strike into a certain path, where some accidental
occurrence ere long met you, and a series of unexpected incidents
at length brought you to some point which you yourself had
scarcely once contemplated ? Should not lessons of this kind
teach us obedience to destiny, confidence in some such guide ?"
" With opinions like these, no woman could maintain her
virtue, no man could keep the money in his purse; for occasions
enough are occurring to get rid of both. He alone is worthy of
respect, who knows what is of use to himself and others, and who
labours to control his self-will. Each man has his own fortune
in his hands; as the artist has a piece of rude matter, which he
is to fashion to a certain shape. But the art of living rightly
is like all arts: the capacity alone is born with us; it must be
learned, and practised with incessant care."
These discussions our two speculators carried on between
them to considerable length; at last they parted, without seeming
to have wrought any special conviction in each other, but engaging
to meet at an appointed place next day.
Wilhelm walked up and down the streets for a time; he heard
a sound of clarionets, hunting-horns and bassoons; it swelled his
bosom with delightful feelings. It was some travelling showmen
that produced this pleasant music. He spoke with them: for a
piece of coin they followed him to Mariana's house. The space
in front of the door was adorned with lofty trees; under them he
placed his artists; and himself resting on a bench at some dist-
ance, he surrendered his mind without restraint to the hovering
tones which floated round him in the cool mellow night. Stretched
out beneath the kind stars, he felt his existence like a golden
dream. " She, too, hears these flutes," said he within his heart;

